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Crafting an Image 


Author's Notes: 

| saw the challenge and made a note to think about it after | got chapter 6 up on Moral of the Story. So here 
it is. Quick and sloppy. Technically this is a Hollywood Rose fic.. no, check that, it is actually it is an AXL. fic. 
Fair warning. | may scavenge this fic (or parts of it) in the future for the vignette story | am very slowly 


working on. It might not be a problem as | am not sure it will ever see the light of day. 


"Why am | doing this?" The redhead asked. He was eyeing the items lining the table with trepidation 


"You look like a fucking hick, Bill. f you want to be serious about this, you need to fit in. You need to look like 


part of the scene. ' 
"l'm not sure-" 


"He's right" Izzy's girlfriend cut in picking through the items. "You are cute and all, but.. to be in a rock band 


you can't be cute." 


Bill flushed red and Izzy grinned as Bill desperately looked at him for help. Bill was besotted with Monique. She 
was nice to him, paid attention to him and was always honest with him. Three things that would probably 
always get Bill's devotion 


"Sit still and let Monique do her thing." 
"Yes, Bill” Monique intoned, "Sit still and let me do my thing" 
Bill fidgeted one more time before taking a deep breath. "Okay." 


"Hair first" Monique said decisively and picked up a comb and large can of hair spray. A diabolical smile 


appeared on her face. "Close your eyes, you dont want to get hair spray in them." 
Bill gave Izzy one lasted imploring look. Izzy didn’t relent so Bill closed his eyes. 


Monique went to work on Bill's hair. She worked swiftly and silently with only the hissing of the hairspray and 
sound of bristles forcing hair into shape filling the room. Izzy pulled a chair from the table and straddled it, 
fascinated as Bill's hair got thicker and taller. It didn't take as long as one might expect for Monique to get Bill's 
hair teased to a massive height. Bill looked different with his hair teased. It seemed to change the shape of his 
face. His normal feathery style really needed to go. 


Monique went after Bills hair one last time with the hairspray. Just to make sure that not a single strand of 
hair would be able to move. The amount of hairspray hanging in the air caused Izzy to cough. He could picture 
his lungs freezing like Bill's hair from the inhaled spay. Izzy wasn't really into huffing, but he was getting a 
light buzz from the stuff. The kitchen probably wasn't the best place to do this as there was likely a sticky 
film now covering everything, but the bathroom was too small and it wasn't like the kitchen was used much 
anyway. 

Monique took a step back and surveyed her work. 

"Perfect" She declared. She looked at Izzy and he gave a thumbs up. 

Bill reached up and Monique slapped his hand away. "Don't touch." 

Monique picked a jar up of the table and looked at Bill then shook her head a put it back down. 


Bill wrinkled his nose. "It feels strange." He said, hand creeping back up. 


Monique slapped the hand back down again. "Deal with it," she said, then picked up a short pencil off the table, 


"now look up and don't move." 


Bill's head automatically pulled back away from the eyeliner pencil Monique had in her hand before he caught 
himself and froze still. Monique practically straddled his lap and held his face still with her free hand while she 


carefully drew black lines around Bills eyes. Both of them were breathing so slowly they were all but holding 
their breath. Izzy realized he, too, had quit breathing when Monique completed her task and he took a quick 
intake of air the same as they did. 


Monique picked up a tube and pulled out a brush to lightly touch Bill's eyelashes. Once done Monique took Bill's 


chin in her hand and turned it this way and that making sure her work was done evenly. 


Just a small change made a startling difference. Bill's eye lashes were pale red like his hair, the dark eyeliner 
and darkening of his eyelashes drew attention directly to Bill's grey-green eyes. Izzy almost couldn't look away 
from them. 


Bill's transformation into this androgynous creature while he watched was spellbinding. He needed to sit in while 
his girlfriend put on her own make up sometime. This was fascinating stuff. He was around a lot of makeup 
wearing people, but never really realized just how much a few subtle bits of makeup could do. Monique was 


only doing the bare basics to Bill. He wondered what all she did for herself. 


"We will go with blue." Monique said and picked up a small container. Bill closed his eyes and Monique quickly 
applied the eye shadow with the soft applicator. 


"We are almost done." She murmured to Bill. "Just lipstick now. | didn't add blush because | like the pale look 


And | am not wasting my foundation or concealer on you. The shit | got is expensive." 


She quickly applied red lipstick to Axl's lips. She pinched him when his tongue darted out lick at his bottom lip. 
"Don't lick your lips." 


After fixing the lipstick problem. Monique stood back and nodded to herself and looked at Izzy over her 


shoulder. 


"Looks great." And it did. Bill looked like he'd fit in with all the other musicians who habited the sunset strip. It 
was exactly what Izzy was going for, they needed to fit in to try to get their foot in the door. Image was 
important for bands. However, with that said, the eyeshadow and perfectly teased hair didn't fit Bill. It was too 
controlled, too pretty. Bill was a wild uncontrollable mess. This carefully made up face and styled hair was too 
tame. It was a near feral hound pretending to be a lapdog. They'd adjust their image as they progressed, but 
for now they had to do whatever was needed to succeed. If a pretty mask to fit in was needed, well, that is 


what they would do. 


Izzy would just have to try to keep a handle on the leash of the hidden feral dog until they could carve out 
their place in this town And this, Izzy thought, as Bill looked narrow-eyed and considering into the makeup 
mirror Monique handed him, would make do for now. 


